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seemed particularly gentle — he removed his coat leisurely and said :
" You played Salanio last night? "
"Yes, sir/'
" And your name is — er ? "
"Ogden, sir/* replied John.
" Ah, yes, Ogden. Well, how long have you been at it, Ogden ?"
" About three years/' answered the now confident and composed prisoner at the bar.
" Three years ? huh! Well, will you let me give you a bit of advice, Ogden ? "
" Why, yes, sir, I shall be glad to listen to any advice from you/' earnestly protested the infatuated one.
" Well," snapped the star, rather sharply, " I want you to follow it as well as to listen to it. Now you take some money — you have some money saved, I suppose ? "
" Oh, yes, sir! " answered John.
" Well, then," he turned his queer eye on him, he took a long, full breath, " well, then, you just get some of that money, and you go to a hardware store," his rage was rising visibly, " and you buy a good sharp hatchet, and then I want you to take it home and chop your d—<1 fool head off!" and ripping off his vest he made a furious charge upon the almost paralyzed Ogden, clouting him from the room, while roaring like a bull.
He had played one set of plays so long he had lost the power to study quickly, and he was so ill-advised once as to attempt a new part, on rather short notice. The play was a miserable jumble of impossible situations and strained, high-flown language; and, of all absurd things, Mr. Couldock attempted to play a young Irish hero, with a love-scene — in fact he was supposed to represent the young Emmet. Dear heaven! what a sight he was, in those buckskin riding breeches (his legs were not beyond suspicion as to their straightness), that cutaway green coat, and the dinky little conical hat, looking so maliciously " larky," perched over his fiercest eye. He forgot